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FAMILY MEMOIRS 
One night, soon after they were married, my parents decided to go to 
the movies. It was probably a Clark Gable movie. My father looked 
remarkably like Clark Gable except he was a redhead, and my 
mother loved Clark Gable movies. They left their rooming house and 
caught a streetcar to the movies. When they got on the streetcar, all 
the women turned to stare at my father because he looked so much 
like Clark Gable.   My mother loved to be seen with him. 
But in her excitement over going to the movies with a man who 
looked like Clark Gable, my mother had left a lit cigarette in their 
room. When they returned from the movies, the rooming house was 
burned down and nearly everybody who lived in it was dead. That 
was not a very auspicious beginning for our family, but it was typi-
cal. It was also typical that my mother denied having left the lit 
cigarette and even denied that she smoked, but my father told every-
body and would never let her forget it. 
This probably explains why I and all my brothers and sisters are liars 
and smoke too much. My sisters lie about their ages and even who 
the fathers of their children are. They smoke in secret. My brothers 
are celibate but lie constantly about their sexual conquests and abili-
ties. We suffer, like everybody else, from carelessness and good 
intentions, and things have not worked out very well for us. We are 
all redheads and only one of us, my younger sister, looks remarkably 
like Clark Gable. 
